TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
And that this body, consecrate to thee,
67 Ruffian Lust should be contaminate ?
Wouldst thou not spit at me, and spurne at me,
And hurl the name of husband in my face,
And tear the stained skin off my Harlot brow,
And from my false hand cut the wedding ring
And breake it with a deep divorcing vow ?
I know thou canst and therefore see thou do it,
I am possessed with an adulterate blot,
My blood is mingled with the crime of lust.' "
The skin on her brow was stained right enough
with what looked like a patch of chronic weeping
eczema. Our professor might have diagnosed it as
psoriasis, for he is very precise, but------    Her voice
rose to a scream. She pulled up her skirt and gathered
it about her with the modesty of middle age. I'm
in a tight corner right enough, thought I. If she
demonstrates any more dramatic power, or goes
on with any more recitations or whatever they are
meant to be, Mack will be down on me like a
hundred of bricks, or, what would be worse, on her
for compromising the respectability of the house.
"' Being strumpeted by thy contagion,' "
she shrieked.
If this is intended for me, my good lady, let me
inform you that my Wassermann is negative, or words
to that effect.
" But your cue would be:
"c Plead you to me, fair dame ?    I know you not!'
But then you know nothing about the stage or Shake-
speare. That was Adriana's speech from * The
Comedy of Errors.' "
She said this in such a surprising, gentle and sensible
tone of voice, full of the most pleasant intonations after
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